LOB-LIE-BY-THE-FIRE

Keep me a crust
Or starve I must;
Hoard me a bone
Or I am gone;
A handful of coals
Leave red for me;
Or the smouldering log
Of a wild-wood tree;
Even a kettle
To sing on the hob
Will comfort the heart
Ofpoor old Lob:
Then with his hairy
Hands he'll bless
Prosperous master,
And kind mistress.

POOR HENRY

Thick in its glass

The physic stands.
Poor Henry lifts

Distracted hands;
His round cheek wans

In the candlelight,
To smell that smell!

To see that sight!

Finger and thumb

Clinch his small nose,
A gurgle, a gasp,

And down it goes;
Scowls Henry now;

But mark that cheek,
Sleek with the bloom

Of health next week!
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